Carpe Diem 


Friday dreamt Saturday 
but got it wrong. 


We stood around till one 
took a leap of faith. 


Literally. He disappeared. 
We crawled on hands and knees 


to the edge and could see only scarfs 
of fog with scattered way-down glints 


like waves. Mickey-O piped up 
saying we’re here for Grace 


and Charlie’s wedding! And even though the preacher 
has defied God and gone over the edge, we 
still have food and booze,so let’s party! 


For no purpose? Queried our gravest iron-haired maiden. 
In sexy, nonetheless,frock. Sort of shiny lavender. 


Hey! these two have been screwing forever. 
This is our way to stamp it. -Charlie again. 


We should not,as you say,stamp such conduct. 
On the other hand...she eyed a waiter sidling 
through the crowd. 


And what about Sunday? My girl forced my asking. 
Sharpest elbows in all Christendom. 


Saturday,today, doesn’t know how to get there. 

Has no idea. Simple enough to understand. Anyway, 
leaves us here, and there are worse places. Champaign 
foaming down Mickey-Os hand. 


Who died and made you anything?—sarcasm from Waxie the 
mechanic. 


We all did or will, I answered. Preacher jumped for God, but 
in our case the cliff approaches until that’s all there is. 


Indeed we heard the grinding, rock on rock. Muffled, 


but occasionally screeching. 
We have time, Geology being one slowwwww dude! laughed Mickey O. 


But the waters closeth up over them forever--Gwinneth, 
a bridesmaid who had been Christian Home-Schooled. 


Whatever. I keep getting encouraged that nobody knows 

a fuckin thing, snapped the mechanic. You never know... 
incompetence is really spread around! Could save us 
eventually. Even Time can fuck up in the present 
atmosphere. Fart us into tomorrow or something by mistake. 


Another ridiculous concept!--Iron Maiden danced 
by, gripping the groom. 


We all are, shruged Waxie, everything is. 


And nobody can tell us how it got that way,so drink! 
Mickey-O heldd bottles in both hands. 


I lost Iraq 


Since many other neocons have slid 
to other fields appreaciate of genius, 


it’s time for immediate blame. 
Step up to plate,etc and other 


tropes wherein we strive 
and the real athlete dies. 


Siunce none really shoulders it, 
even in metaphor I will then. 
I lost the war. I lost Iraq. 


My plan still hangs in air 

In imminent yearning gorge- 
ousness. O glittering matrix 
fine as mesh! 


Th politicians refuse to see 
andd thus execute 
with our brave military. 


Therefore, inevitable failure. 
I could have given them paint 
by number, but most too lazy 
and too dense even for that. 


To vulgarize further, 
if that’s possible, 
ponder baggyu psanty 
At 

Gaeity 

Burlesque 


A stripper sashays by 
Pulledthe st ring sprung erection 


To my colleagues’ applause I did the same 

till the fibres shredded in my hand. 

(And then they[ve wetnt on pulled t he ral thing 
in frustration, 


Of ten to injury. 
But...no medals for that. 
Or tea-bagging) 


What the great do remains 
T oo fine for public consumption. 


In yet one more attempt! 

I’ve rvised the Irag rtionales but again 
No usee apprising the masses 
Regarding the more aesthtic changes. 


No matter. 
They also serve\who only Bring my drink 
as I overlook\humanity\ 


From coutnry club porches like 
Elbows to infinity.. 


Rem seesaw sweet 
Grt rm etc 


+I lost the war 


theories 

compre a la aristotle 

running burleque gag wmd 
hardon machiens 

dart bullseyes 

surreal peel lving dart 
someone shd come pull tht out 


brilliance moves on 
& afterI estab point w somechoer so wil I 


this better than back climbed upon by genius 


rem barking madness 


Tale of the Tub 


Grandma, who loved her tea 
and Jeopardy spins on New 
Orleans floods, her face 


a mud turtle, though 
they’re trying to control 
her huge plastic tub. 


Republican administration 
tells her to jack herself up 
and, if possible, stop 
being black. 


While we’re at it, get 

those other grandmas down 
to the border and push them 
back over the fence. But 


don’t let panties show. 
That helps no one. 


and now loooks for handouts 


in the way blacks do 


pull herself up 
by her panties 


don’t let those of othr grandmaa show 
as they’re booseted back over the fence 


they climbed 30 years ago. 
Unlike t he knighted plicy, That vision 
hepls no one. 


